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friend, a man, saying brutally that he was sick of the thing and
wanted to marry. He mixed the letters up, and the mistress
received the wrong one. She committed suicide. Tissot was
deeply affected, regarded himself as her murderer, and became
&evot. This was really the origin of his journeys to Palestine,
and the ruin of his art.
In the evening I went with Ullman to Antoine, and saw " Les
Avarife ", which is an extremely good sermon, and an extremely
bad play; and " La Parisienne". I was more enthusiastic
than ever about the latter. I can recall no portrait of a woman
which is at once so true and so brilliant. But what a storm it
would raise in England! I enjoyed myself. And as I walked
home, I thought how fine Paris was, and that in old age, or even
earlier, if I quitted it, I should look back on these days and
perceive that I had been happy.
Wednesday, April nth.
I received Wells's book " A Modern Utopia ", and I called in
at the Cafe de la Paix and read 50 pages of it to the sound of
music.
It is the unpleasant people who make the world move, seldom
the pleasant.
Tuesday, April i8ft.
It is extraordinary how enthusiastic and graphic Davray always
becomes when he talks of Oscar Wilde. This afternoon he
finished an article on him, and at tea began to talk. He re-
counted lots of things. Here is one. After coming out of prison
Oscar became friendly with Esterhazy, very friendly. Davray
protested, and said Esterhazy was a crapule and all sorts of
things. Oscar agreed. "But", he said, "I must make my
society of thieves and assassins now." (This is a translation
of the French phrase.) "If Esterhazy had been innocent I
should have had nothing to do with him."
Good Friday, April zxst.
Vallee dined with me last night. Afterwards the doctor and
I motored to Fontainebleau. Moonlight in the forest. We
visited the two cafes chantants of the town, which were like caffs
chantanis are everywhere ; yet rather surprising to find them in
the midst of the forest. What interested me much more than
214